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Looks fierce, 
doesn’t he? 
He’s really a 


pussy-cat inside! 
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Of all created things, the loveliest 
And most divine, are children, 

— William Canton. 





December ‘91 

Dear children, 

This month is special not only for Christmas, but because it is 
the last month of the year. Once it is over, a new and exciting year 
begins, all over again. What we call months and years is only what 
we count on the calendar, But still, the first of January seems some 
hind of mysterious turning point in our lives for each one of us. 

Let us stop and think —a festival is different for different people, 
from different religions, But the spirit it conveys is the same for all 
of us — the spirit of celebration and prayer for the welfare of 


mankind, 
\axe P 
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LETTER BOX 





Desr Editor, 

‘4: T have a suggestion. Can't you 
conduct competitions like poetry, 
jokes, ete., so that we can reveal our 


talenta? 





P.Prathima, 
Bangalore - 560 055. 


Dear ‘Partial’ Editor, 
‘Tama regular readerand Ihave 
sent many riddles, a crossword, jokes, 
ete. I hoped you would publish them, 
whenever I sent them to you, 





My friends have also sent some to 
‘you, and you have published their rid- 
dles. I thought you were impartial. 


S. Balaji, 
New Delhi - 110 002. 


We at ‘Gokulam' select the best of 
the articles that are sent tous. There is 
norule here that we should not publish 
your articles Balaji! 

Keep your chin up — and keep 
trying. We read all that you send,and 
enjoy them too! Ed, 


Dear Editor, 
‘# Many people do not know the 
meaning of the word ‘festival’. They 
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celebrate it without knowing the 
reason for it, 

Real joy and happiness lies in un- 
derstanding why we celebrate it. 


K, Murali Krishnan, aged 13, 
Coimbatore - 641 104. 


Dear Editor, 

#21 read C. Rajalakshmi's letter 
(October '91 issue). I too, am worried 
that the municipalities are not at all 
worried about keeping our country 
clean, 





Nay 





Meghava Karody, aged 10, 
Secunderabad - 500 026. 


Dear Editor, 

‘# The recent earthquake in the 
state of Uttar Pradesh was devastat- 
ing, Hundreds of people were killed, 
and thousands injured. 

The education of the children 
there have been disturbed. School and 
college buildings collapsed, and they 
are facing many difficulties, 

We must understand their 
problems and help them by donating 





‘money (as much as we can) to the relief 
fund. 


C, Vikram Kumar, 
Hyderabad - 500 012. 


Dear Editor, 

4 In the Septomber issue, the 
“Bost Letter’ by C.S. Prashanth was 
not actually written by him, Tt 
speared in the June issue of 









and was written by K. Shalini Chris 
tina 


‘A. Kandeeban, 
Kurnool - 518 001. 


We are sorry that one of our 
readers has done this. ‘Letter Box’ is 
‘your page where you tell ws about what 
‘you think and see, 

We think it is more fun to write 
your own thoughts and send them to 
us, than tocopy others. We are sure you 
agree! Ed. 


Dear Editor, 

2 The earthquake that caused so 
much destruction near Almora has 
‘shocked all of us. It is as if the Barth 
hhas repaid men for the illstreatment 
they have given her! 





S. Ramya, aged 13, 
St. Michael's Matriculation 
1.8.8, Madras. 





Dear Editor, 
The children today do not want 





to respect their elders. They do not 
have any consideration for their 
teachers or even parents. 

‘The ‘Moral Science’ of today is of 
no use for such children. They grow 
like wild-animals in the initial stages 
itself! What would happen when they 
‘grow up? 


Priya Subramaniam, aged 12, 
St, Anthony's Girls High School, 
Bombay. 





Dear Editor, 
# My grandfather's house is 
juated in the middle of the street, 








‘Thore ie a lano.at the buck, for the use 
of swoopers. 

‘One midnight, we heard a sound: 
from the kitchen. A thief was trying to 
enter the house! My cousin and I first 
.w him. We decided to attack him 
from two sides, and eapture him, 

Quietly, we wont through the 
front door and locked it from outside. 
T went to the right, and my cousin to 
the left. Moving swiftly but silently 
through the back door, both of us 
pounced! Excitedly, I shouted to my 
parents that I had caught the thief. 
Lights were put on but no thief could 
be seen -only me clutching a cupboard! 

















Nagpur - 400 0: 


ean Center 5 











nee upon a time, when 

Brahma created the 
earth, there were no children, 
and no different races or tribes. 
‘There were only elders, and all 
was peacefil. 


One day, Saraswati said, 
“Lord! No one listens to me! For 
no one needs my knowledge. 
Please create children, and let 
there be different kinds of 
people. 

Brahma agreed. 


He made a child-doll out of 
maida®, put it in a vessel, and 
placea it on the fire. Shiva and 
Vishnu came in just then, and 
they began to discuss 
Saraswati’s new wish. 

When Brahma went back, 
he found the doll all burnt and 
black. He gave it life and threw 
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it to the south-west. That is how 
the people of Africa are dark. 


Brahma made another doll 
of a child and put it on the fire 
as before. This time, he took off 
the doll before it was properly 
cooked. So he gave it life once 
more, and threw it to the north 
and north-west. That is how the 
Americans and Europeans are 
fair. 


Again, Brahma repeated 
the process, and cooked the doll 





just right. He gave it life and 
threw it to the north and south, 

‘That is how we Indians are 
wheat-complexioned - neither 
too fair nor too dark. 


Madhumita M., aged 10, 
Bangalore - 560 021. 





CHRISTMAS, 


READERS! 








THE GRAPHIC 


presents 


DRAWING 
COMPETITION 


exclusive 
for budding artist’s/students 





* 1st prize - Rs. 500/- 
* 2nd prize - Rs. 300/- 
* 3rd prize - Rs. 200/- 
and many consolation 
prizes - Rs. 25/- 
ELIGIBILTY 
Students who have aloady 
ned THE GRAPHIC 
correspondence course in 
GENERAL ART. Tove who 
join our requar course NOW 
can also participate. 
FOR DETAILS: Apply with 
Rs. 2/ postage stamp to 


Wg 
ssesw sagns ANS 


T. Nagar Madras 17 Ph 444463 


__LAST DATE 30.11.91 
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“And the NEW TESTAMENT The OLD TESTAMENT was writen in tho 
hist Hebrew language", betwoen the Bth and 














‘The TORAH is supposed to 
‘have been writen by Moses, 
fo whom God told the famous 
TEN COMMANDMENTS: 
9 Mount Sinai 
























































‘Today, Canaan is known as Palestine, 















The OLD TESTAMENT also 
‘messiah or a 


{osen ane, who weld 
ing oir tothe peone. 





























The NEW TESTAMENT tel _|'It tells us how Jesus and his 
us ofthe lie and teachings | small band of folowers 

of Jesus Christ twas wntten | preached the now message. 
inthe Greek language. ‘This angered theyflomans' 














who had. 
Jum crusted 














‘ix, Jesus ose from he 
dead and appeared trom 
time to time, among ne 
followers. This ressuruction 
is colabr TEI 
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In 1611, the BIBLE was 
first arslated into English 





















































‘eshav wanted to have the 
lectronic toy gun that he 
had seen in the shop window 
very badly. é 
‘Can't you got me that gun, 
daddy?” he asked his father, 
and pestered and argued till he 
got a hundred rupees to buy it. 


‘That afternoon, Keshav 
joyfully ran down to the toy 
shop. In his shirt pocket, was 
the hundred rupees. He thought 
of the gun with pleasure. He 
would show it to his friends - 
how they would envy him. 

He would be the police of- 





ficer who would catch the smu 
glers, and would shoot down 
thieves before they could os- 
cape. 

“Maybe I could take a photo 
of myself with the gun,” he 
thought. 

He reached the toy shop. It 
was closed for lunch, and would 
open only at three o'clock. He 
waited on the steps of the shop. 





On the pavement was a 
ragged woman with two dirty - 
looking kids, The woman looked 
ill, 

“How miserable they look! 
thought Keshav. 
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Two men approached the 
woman and her children. One 
had a note-book in his hand, 
and the other, a camera. 

Keshav could hear what 
they said. 

The first man was inter- 
viewing the woman. 

“Our daily income is not 
more than three rupees... I buy 
alittle bread or the three of u 
Tam ill, I cannot work... that’s 
why I beg...’ 

Keshav could not but hear 
what the woman said. The 
photographer was busy clicking 
the woman and her children, in 
their tattered clothes. 

‘After they had finished, the 
two men gave the woman five 
rupees and went their way. 
Keshav stood watching the 

















scene. 
The hundred rupees in his 
pocket seemed very heavy. 
Keshav touched it in fear. 
“Our daily income is not 
‘more than three rupees. 





“Daddy. Give me hundred 
rupees for the gun....” 

Keshav turned away and 
began to walk down the pave- 


ment. He came to a cloth shop. 


Harr-an-hour later, the 
surprised woman and her 
children found some shawls and 
clothes in their hands. Keshav 
smiled as he gave it to them. 

His pocket was lighter, and 
so was his heart. 

L. Amutha, 
Mannargudi 614 001. 

















this is a true life inci- 
dent. 

‘Once, I was all alone in the 
house. [had woken up very late 
to find that my parents had 
gone to their offices, and my 
sister, to school. I alone had a 
holiday that day. 


At ten o'clock, I went into 
the bathroom to take a bath. I 
had forgotten to lock the front 
door. As I was bathing, I heard 
someone moving about in the 
rooms. It must be a thief My 
mind began to work fast. 
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I dia not dare open the 
bathroom door to see who it 
was, I was even too scared to 
move! But I remembered, "God 
helps those who help themsel- 
ves!” and an idea struck me. 

I took the bar of soap and 
wiped it dry. Then I took my 
father’ razor and wrote. 
HELP. HARSH.” 








“THIE, 


T dropped it through the 
bathroom ventilator. I knew it 
would fall near the watchman’s 
cabin, which stood right below 
the ventilator. 

You ean now gues that the 
thief was caught, and I, rescued 
from the bathroom. 


Harsh N., 
Madras - 600 053. 







“ce hat a way to treat 
old people,” com- 
plained Bharat, “ 


few grey hairs and what hap- 
pens? Even their own children 
kick them around like foot 
balls!” 

“What's your problem?” 
asked Jaggu, the genius of the 
school. “Why are you talking 
like this?” 

“My own grandparents, 
Jaggu,” Bharat said sadly,are 
being badly treated,” 

“Tell me about them,” said 
Jaggu. 

“They are very old and are not 
able to help my parents in any 








“They have no source of in. 
come now, not even a pension.” 

“What happened to their 
earnings and savings?” asked 
Jaggu thoughtfully. 

“They spent all that to bring 
up the family, and to buy our 
house} replied Bharat. 


“Oho!” said Jaggu. “That 
means, now they're alone, and 
nobody seems to care for them.” 
“How correct you are!” ex- 
clamied Bharat, “I want to show 
everybody that they are impor- 
tant to mi 

Jaggu looked thoughtful for 
awhile, “It isn't simple yet you 
could do it.” 
“How?” asked Bharat ex- 
citedly. 
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“You go this evening and ask 
them to help you with your les- 
sons.” 


“What!” exclaimed Bharat. 
“But I am good at my studies!” 

“That doesn’t matter!” said 
Jaggu. “Whatever, doubts you 
havemake it a point to ask your 
thatha ® and patti*.” 

Bharat looked confused but 
nodded in agreement. 

That very evening he ap- 
proached his thatha. 

“This grammar is very dif- 
ficult,” he said. And he, along 


with everybody else, were 
astonished at how expertly the 
old man explained it. 


“Wow!” he exclaimed 
delightedly. “You are a great 
teacher thathal” 

“Patti knows Tamil very 
well,” said his grandfather. 

A month of continuous tui- 
tion from them was reflected in 
his progress card. Bharat stood 
first in English and Tamil! 

“Lam sorry Jaggu!” laughed 
Bharat. “With your help I've 
overtaken you!” 

Bharat had stood first in 
class this time. 

“That's all right my Wat- 
son,” remarked Jaggu jovially. 
“How are the grandparents at 
home?” 
hh... Thanks to you, they 





are happy, and so are my 
parents,” answered Bharat, 



















‘Teacher : Why are you late? 
John : I went to the dentist this 
morning. 
‘Teacher :Do your teeth still hurt? 
John : I con't know. The dentist 
kept them. 
Veda Varadhaganesh, 
Seruvamani - 610 205. 
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he little pup waddled up 
and down the garden, 
howling. 

“Ooow! Ow-ow!” It cried, 

Anu’s heart gave a couple of 
jumps as she saw the frightened 
little animal wandering around 
in the light drizzle of rain, Its 
legs were covered with mud, 
and it was an appealing little 
thing. 

“Daddy,” she tugged at her 
father’s arm, “Let's bring it in- 
side and dry it. The poor thing 
is frightened.” 

“No, Anu," growled Mr. 
‘Thomas, “Let it be. It will go 
away by itself after sometime.” 

“Oh, daddy!" cried Anu, run- 
ning to the window to have 
another look at the tiny thing. 

“Oooow!" It was howling. 
“Ow! Wow!” 

“Mummy,” Anu ran to her 
mother. “Can't yo 

“No Anu,” said her mother, 
annoyed, “Daddy has said no, 
and don't keep asking.” 

“Don't ery baby!” teased 
Christina, her elder sister. 
“Puppies are dirty things. Why 
do you want to bring it in?” 

“You keep quiet,” said Anu, 
angrily. She turned to her 
father again, “We can't leave 
that poor thing in the rain. It'll 
die! It'll be cold and hungry....” 

“That's enough Anu,” said 
Mr. Thomas, throwing aside the 








PUP PE 
PRESEIIS 


newspaper he was reading. 
“Phat puppy will go out of our 
garden....” 
“But daddy,” cried Anu 
desperately. “Can't we keep it?” 
“No,” he replied, 
ing us this minute.” 


“It’s leav- 


@ took an umbrella and a 

bucket out of the store- 
room and went outside, Anu fol- 
lowed him. 

Mr. Thomas put the bedrag- 
gled puppy into the bucket, and 
dumped it in the back-seat of 
the car. 





Anu touched it longingly, 
and the little puppy gave her 
hand a delighted lick. 

“Where are you taking it, 
daddy?” she asked. “Can I come 
with you?” 

“No,” said Mr. Thomas, and 
started the car. 

‘Anu ran inside the house. 

“Mummy,” she called out. 
“Daddy is taking away the 
puppy.” 

“T know, Anu,” said her 
mother. 

“But can't we keep it? Tell 
him...” 

“No. Do you know how dif- 
ficult it is keeping a dog?” 

“Yes, yes, I know,” said Anu. 

“You have to clean it, bathe 
it, feed it on time, giveit all sorts 
of injections and medicines on 
time...” 

“Tknow, mummy,” said Anu. 
“TI look after it.” 

“You think itis easy..." mur- 
mured her mother, and turned 











into the kitchen. 

Anu ran to her room and 
buried her face in the pillow. 

“Anu,” came a whisper. 

It was Christina. 

“I would like a puppy too,” 
said Christina. 

Anu looked at her amazed. 

“Thave a plan...” whispered 
Christina. 


lhe Thomas family were 
taking a drive tothe beach. 


‘The car stopped at a red light. 
‘Oooooh!” eried Anu, “Just 


look at that baby!” 

“What baby?” asked their 
mother, looking around. 

“wi where?” asked 
Christina. 

“There!” Anu pointed. 

It was. cute little puppy, fat 
and round, waddling on a leash 
that a girl held. ; 
“You, mean that de 
Mr. Thomas. 

“[ mean, that baby dog,” 
replied Anu. “Isn't_he sweet?” 

“Oh, yes!” exclaimed Chris- 
tina. “Oh, yes!” 

‘The little puppy waddled 
along as fast as he could on his 
‘stumpy little legs. He suddenly 
jumped, and bounded along ina 
playful mood. 


All of them laughed at this. 
‘The light turned green, and 
the car moved forward. 











2” asked 


“Such a cute dog,” said their 
mother. “What breed is it?” 

“Looks like a mongrel,” 
mused their father. “I think it 
must be a cross between a 
dashund and some other 
breed.” 

“All dogs are nice to look at,” 
piped in Christina. 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Thomas. “I 
think all animals are nice to 
look at.” 

“Hmph!” grunted Mr. 
‘Thomas. “I think these two girls 
are upto something. 

Let’s stop talking about 
dogs.” 





Ihe next day, Christina and 
Anu stood before their 

father, smiling sweetly. 

“Daddy,” said Christina. 
“There is a movie we'd like to 
see.” 

“What movie?” 

“A wildlife movie,” said Anu. 
“(t's about baby animals.” 

“Baby animals?” Mr. 
Thomas looked up from the 








book he was reading. Their 
mother began to laugh. “Why 
this interest in animals all of a 
sudden? Before this, you 
refused to come to any wildlife 
picture.” 

“N-no, W-we....” Christina 
stuttered. Both girls went red. 

“We'd really like to see it, 
daddy,” said Anu, looking 
earnest. 

“[ think,” said Mrs. Thomas 
to her husband. “They want us 
to see the movie especially.” 

“Oh, I see,” laughed Mr. 
Thomas. 

‘They did see the wildlife 
movie, and the different kinds 
of baby animals in it were dis- 
cussed for a long time. 

“[ think I am quite tired of 
hearing about animals,” said 
their mother. “We seem to be 
talking only of them for the past, 
two weeks.” 


“Funny,” agreed Mr. 
‘Thomas. “Don't we have any- 
thing else to speak of?” 


“Daddy,” said Christina 
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with an innocent face, “What's I 
wrong with speaking about t was Christmas Eve. 
animals?” Christina and Anu were in 
“Daddy,” interrupted Anu. bed, supposed to be asleep. 
“What happened to that puppy “I can't sleep,” sniffed Anu. 
in the rain? “Oh, I told daddy that we 
“Don't you worry about don't need any other present,” 
him,” said her father. “He's said Christina, and a sniff es- 
safe,” Christina made a warn- caped her too. “I told him, a 
ing fice at Anu, puppy would do.” 
“We'd like adog,daddy,”she “But I see our presents as 
said, usual under the Christmas 
“Ahal" said their father. “So tree...” 
that's what you two have been “That means,” said Chris- 
playing at these two weeks?” tina, as her sniffs became just a 
















s Anu. bi 
“We'd look after it like a baby, Pitloy 


giveitit's baths and brushes, its PUPP! 
food in time, The disappointed girls 
“Do everybody in this house Silently looked at each other. 
wondered Mr. 


“don't mind ono," said their 66 Sit sniff! Scratch. 
mother. WScrick!” 

‘These odd noises woke Anu 
on Christmas morning. 


ler. “We are not getting a 






“In that case 
their father. 
















“Pant, pant, pant pant... 
Sniff” 

‘Anu satupin bed and looked 
around. 

“Oh, its you!” she cried in 
joyful excitement. “Christina, 
wake up!” 

Christina bounded out of her 
bed. 

Both girls pounced on the 
little puppy in their room. 

Itwas the same one that had 
been in their garden that rainy 
day. 

‘The door opened. 
It was their father. . 

“Where did you find him?" adog. But since you two wanted 
asked Anu. “You left him some- it so badly....” 
where..." Before he could finish the 

“I didn’t leave him just sentence two girls and a dog 
somewhere,” replied their hurled themselves at him 
father smiling. “'dgivenhimto “Daddy, we love you!” 
Somu who owns the garage 
down the road. He had wanted 























Miser : How much do you charge 
for a haircut? v7 
Barber : Ten rupees 2 
Miser : For a shave? 
Barber : Five rupees 
Miser : Okay, shave my head. 
Rajat Kobli, 
Bombay - 400094. 
aa, 
ea Ia: erate 
SN How's he doing? 
<* ix months! He opened it 





with a crowbar! 
N. Anand, Madras. 
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ECONOMICS AND YOU 


here is this little plastic 

card which people now 
carry about instead of money. 
‘And with it they can buy so 
many things — more things 
than if they had paper money 
with them! How is that possible? 
—you may ask, 

‘That little plastic card is the 
credit card. It guarantees that 
the shopkeeper will be paid the 
money when he presents the 
bill, duly signed by the credit- 
card-holder, by the bank or the 
institution that issues it. 








ECONOMICS AND YOU 
se 


‘They will ask you to give 
details of how much you earn, 
and what work you do, This is 
tomake surethat you can afford 
to use it. Once they check out 
that the details you have given 
are true, the credit card be- 
comes yours. 


‘ou might have heard of the 

Diner's Club Credit Card, 
Central Card, Cancard, etc. 
Here, the bank or the financial 
institution gives you the credit 
card. You have to pay a small 








THE 








CREDIT CARD 
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fee every year for use of this 
card. 


N, whenever you buy 
anything, you can present 
this card to the shopkeeper. 
Thus, you do not have to pay 
that bill immediately. The shop- 
keeper will present his bill to 
the bank to which your credit 
card belongs, and the bank will 
ay him. ‘Thus, the bank pays | . " 
all your bills and sends you a| 1 America? 
consolidated single bill every} A :"In the Vampire State 
month, which you can pay by| Building. 
cash or a cheque. If you are 
unable to pay, the bank will] Veda Vs 
treat your bill as a loan. This is Seruvamant - 610 205, 
what buying in credit is all 
about. You have to pay interest 
on your loan (the amount of 
your bill) to the bank or institu- 
tion. 


Q: Where is Dracula's office 





he credit card tempts you to 

buy many things which you 
would not have been able to af- 
ford otherwise. Which means 
you are a debtor whenever you 
buy thingsyoucan'tafford, using 
that card! 

If ever you are unable to 
repay any big amount, your 
card will be withdrawn. 

The credit card system is 
most useful in an emergency. 
But in misusing it, you are bor- 
rowing money to spend. 





‘To be continued. 
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WHO IS HE? 


Here are a few people all jumbled up. With the help of the clues 
given alongside, unscramble the letters and find the man! 

Eg : He collects fares on a bus - CURTODONC 

Ans : Conductor. 

1. He works on the field —MRFEAR 
He looks after a building at night — NAMWCHTA 
He lets you borrow books — BRAINIRLA 
He draws plans for houses — CARTITHEC 
He does exercises — MAGSYNT 

Roopa K.S., aged 12, Bangalore - 560 003. 


EQUAL EQUATIONS 


Find the relation between the two words of the first equation 
and fill in the blanks in the second. 

Eg: Karnataka : Kannada, 

Manipur : 

‘The answer is Manipuri 

So, here are some equations for you to solvel 

1, S.B.I: State Bank of India 


near 


Charles Dickens 








2, David Copperfiel 
War and Peace : 
8. Crows : Caw 
Cl 
4, Wimbledon Trophy : Lawn Tennis 
Walker Cup: = 
5. Balloon: Montgolfier 
Railway Engin 








Rolin Machado, aged 12, Bombay - 400 094. 
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donkey once strayed into 
a forest and spotted a 
iger. 


“Oh-oh!” thought the 
donkey. “He'll surely see me! I 
must escape somehow.” 
“Ahal” thought the tiger. “A 
donkey! My lunch is ready!” 
It stalked up to the donkey. 
“{ am going to eat you!” it 
said, 


“A-a-y-yes!” stammered the 
donkey. “But on one condition! 
All you have to do is kick me 
thrice. If I fall, you can eat me. 
If I don't, then, I'll kick you 
thrice!” 

“That's easy!” said the tiger. 
“Get ready... 1am going to kick 
you now!’ 

«The tiger Ikicked with all its 
might. 














“One.... two... three!” 

But there the donkey stood, 
unscatched by the tiger’s'kicks. 

“Now, it’s my turn!” said the 
donkey. 


t the first kick from the 
donkey, the tiger flew up 








and felldown. Asecondkick, and 
he flew up, and fell. A third 
kicl 





“Aah!” cried the tiger, and 
ran before the donkey could 
kick him, 

‘The donkey ran after him. 

“Hey” it eried. “I have to 
kick you once more!” 

But the tiger was off. 

He came across an old man 
seated under a tree 

“Please, old man,” it begged 
“Please hide me. A donkey is 
after me!” 

‘The old man shivered in 
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fright, 

“Don't panic,” said the tiger. 
“{ won't harm you.” 

“H-hide b-behind me-me,” 
replied the old man. “I-in t-that 
b-bus! 

Soon the donkey too arrived 
there, 

“Did you see a tiger pass?” it 
asked the old man, 

‘The tiger in the bush 
shivered in panic. 

“One ran that way," pointed 
the old man, “Just now,” 

Off went the donkey, after 
its tiger. 





phew!" said the tiger 


‘coming out of the bush. 
“Now what about lunch?” 
It eyed the old man and 
smacked its lips. 
The old man was so 
frightened that his bones rat- 
tled 








‘B-but y-you p-promised!” 
he said. 

“That ought to teach you a 
lesson!" replied the tiger. 
“Never trust tigers! But what's 
that rattling noise?” 

“O-oh!” replied the old man, 
“They are just the donkeys I 
swallowed today morning. They 
want to come out of my stomach 
and get you!” 

Off ran the tiger at high 
speed! 





J. Jennifer, aged 11, 
Pondicherry. 


JUNGLE TALES 


L a beautiful jungle, a cun- 
ning fox and a foolish bear 
became firm friends. One day, 
the fox spied a bottle of honey in 
the bear's cave. His mouth 
watered, 


Another day, the boar in- 
vited the fox for a great feast. 
Using this excuse, the fox 
stayed in the bear’s cave for bear, should serve food to his 
many days, before the feast friends without honey! 
could begin. 

Bvery night, at twelve ‘The bear, his face glum, 
o'clock the fox would sneak from sked the fox, “Did you see who 
his bed and have a taste of the Tobbed my honey?” 
delicious honey. “No!” replied the fox rudely, 

but his face went a guilty red. 

On the day of the feast, ‘The bear then realized who the 
while serving the many deli- honey-thief was, 
ciousdisheshehad prepared for The fox turned tail and fled. 
his guests, the bear was shock- 
ed tosee his honey bottle empty, M. Bagavathy Std. VI, 

He was ashamed, that he, a Nagercoil - 629 002. 














RIDDLES 


Q: What is Tarzan’s favourite 
carol? 





A: ‘Jungle bells, jungle bells’! 


Q : What's Santa Claus's wife| 
called. 





A: Mary Christmas! 
Q : What time do you get a| 
toothache? 

ie) a 


2s 






A: Tooth-hurty! 
M. Madhumita, aged 11, 
Bangalore - 560 021. 
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@ The East India Company received the Royal Charter on 31st 
Dee, 1600, 


@ Isaac Newton was born on Christmas day in 1642. 


@ Eiffel, renowned for the tower in Paris that bears his name, 
was born on Dee. 15, 1832. 


@ Marconi, the inventer of the radio, first transmitted signals 
from Cornwal (England) to Newfoundland on Dec. 12, 1901 


@ The first aeroplane called ‘Flyer I was flown for 12 seconds 
on Dec, 17, 1903 by the Wright brothers, 


30 Gohan Oacemter 37 





MEM@RIES 


@ A Norwegian named Roald Amudsen, first reached the South 
Pole on Dec. 16, 1911. 


@ On Dec. 18, 1979, a Hollywood stuntman Stan Barret drove 
a race car fitted with a rocket affine and broke the sound barrier. 


© The Bhopal gas tragedy which killed over'4000 people and 
affected thousand others, occured on the night of Dee. 2, 1984, 


© On Dec. 2, 1990 the election for a United Germany was held 
after a lapse of 58 years. 


R. Vidya, Hyderabad - 500 042. 





ne day, a fleet of 


ships was sighted at 
the harbour at the 
city of Harlech in 





Atale from Britain. 





feasts were given to the guests, 


Wales. Inthe front of Matholwch too, arrived in Har- 
the first ship was aman holding lech. 


THE MAGIC 


CAULDRON 


his triangular shield, with its 
point uppermost.* 

‘The messengers from the 
fleet were taken to the court of 
Harlech which was ruled by 
King Bran. 

“Peace be with you King 
Bran,” said the chief mes- 
senger. “We come from the court, 
of Matholwch, the king of 
Ireland. He seeks the hand of 
your fair sister Branwen, 

King Bran was delighted. 
He called Branwen to court and 
told her that she was to be wed. 
‘The beautiful girl only bowed 
her head and agreed. 

Soon, preparations for the 
wedding began, and many 





+ Holding the shield with point upper 
most if sign of peace; tke the white 
fag of tuce. 


Baoan Ooooh 


N= Bran had a younger 
Niece called Evnis- 
seyn who was an impul- 
sive youth. He flew into a rage 
because nobody asked him his 
opinion about Branwen’s mar- 
riage. He ran to the palace 
stables where the horses of the 
Irish guests were kept, and cut 
off all their ears and tails. 
Now the Irishmen flew into 
‘a rage. They demanded that 
Bran put the culprit to death, 


‘ing Bran was in a dilem- 
ma. How could he kill 
‘Evnisseyn for a prank 
such as this? So he pacified his 
guests by giving them many 
precious gifts, including a 
magic one. This was a huge 
magic cauldron - it could bring 





TALES FROM FAR-OFF LANDS 


the dead back to life. clothes of sackcloth, and had to 
Soon the wedding was com- work all day. She had no friend 
pleted and Matholwch and his inthe new land. Only a little 
bride returned to Ireland. But starling** she tamed and fed 
poor Branwen found herself everyday kept her company. 
banished tothepalacekitchens, King Matholwch made sure 
for Matholwch had not forgot- that no boats from Ireland 
ten Evnisseyn’s insult, hens a eee rma 


bid 
Branwen could wear only 





sailed to Wales. He did not want 
news of Branwen to reach her 
brother. 


‘any months passed, 

and Branwen, tired of 

ther lonely life decided 
tosend a message to Bran some- 
how. 

One day, she tied a message 
to the starling’s wing and let it 
fly from the beach near the 
palace. 

Luckily, the starling and his 
message travelled all the way to 
Wales and into the hands of 
Bran, 


ne day, a guard came 
running into Math- 
olwch’s court, 


“Sire!” he cried. “The coast is, 
full of ships of war from Wales!” 
A terrified Matholwch im- 





mediately sent for Branwen and 
had her dressed in rich clothes. 
He then sent a messenger tothe 
invading ships, and invited 
Bran and his men to a feast. 


unning Matholweh then 
C= forth the rest of his 

plan, Against each pillar 
in the hall where the feast was 
totake place, was a sack of corn. 
But the sacks, instead of corn, 
contained a sturdy warrior who 
was to pounce on the guests 
when they were relaxed and un- 
prepared. 

Evnisseyn entered with 
Bran and his men, 

“What do these sacks con- 
tain?” he asked Matholwch, 

“Oh, just cornmeal,” replied 
Matholweh. 

But Evnisseyn was not 
satisfied. He went to each sack, 
and crushed the necks of the 
warriors in them with his 
hands. 

He then turned around and 
declared, “This is a plot. Bran- 
wen shall come with us, and 
there will be war.” 


nd war it was. Day after 
day, they fought. Soon 
the British realized that 
though the Irish seemed to be 
killed in large numbers, the 
next day, as many men came to 


fight. 


“{ shall find out,” thought 
Evnisseyn. “It is my fault that 
Branwen was treated thus. My 
people shall not suffer for this.” 

‘That evening, he lay with a 


pile of dead Irish soldiers. As ¢ 


darkness fell, the Irish came to 
take away the bodies as if for 
burial. But instead, they put 
each dead soldier into the magic 
cauldron, and he came to life 
again. When Evnisseyn was put 
into the cauldron, he pushed 
with his feet and efbows at the 
sides of the cauldron, and broke 
it into many little bits. But the 
effort was too much for 
Evnisseyn's strength, and he 
die 





oon, the Irish were 
defeated, and the Welsh 
returned to their land. 
Branwen died of abroken heart, 





and Bran was too severely 
wounded in war to survive. 
“When I die,” said Bran to 








Father : Raju! Are you sure that it 
was’ an-accident when you hit 
Shyam on his eyes? 
Raju: Tam sure, dad. I aimed for 
his nose. 
B. Santosh Kumar, aged 15, 
Bangalore - 560016. 





his followers, “Cut off my head 
and bury it on the White Mount, 
It'll protect you against in- 
vaders.” 


joday, the Tower of Lon- 

don stands on the exact 

spot where Bran's head 
once lay buried. But it is no 
longer there, for it is said, that 
King Arthur, who ruled Britain 
later, dug it up. 

“Britain does not need to be 
protected by the magic of Bran’s 
head,” said King Arthur. “Our 
strong men will put fear into 
any invader’s heart.” 











Judge : Who was driving the car 
‘when you crashed into the lorry? 
Accused: Nobody, your hono 
We were all in the back seat, sing- 
ing! 





K. Thyagarajan, aged 15, 
Madras, 





FOR WANT OFAKING! 


A fable of Aesop, the Slave Mustrotion 




























































































IRIDDLES 


Q: What can a full apple do, 
that half an apple can't? 











A: It can look ‘round! (look 
around!) 


L.D. Roopa, aged 13, 

Salem - 636 030. 

Q : What is the difference 

between a policeman and a 
thief? 





A: A thief tries toescape the 
policeman’s notice, while the 
policeman tries to notice the 
thiefs escape. 


C. Sudha, aged 14, 
Kaghaznagar. 


Q : Why did the man throw 
butter? 





A: 'Cause he wanted to see 
a ‘butter-fly"! 


Q : What's the best time to 
pick mangoes? 





A: When the farmer'sinbed! 


Which is the laziest letter 








— "cause it is always 


M. Gopalakrishnan, 
aged 10, 
Madras - 600 078. 


Q: What do scientists of the 
15th century have in common? 


6 


A: They are all dead! 


in bed! 








R. Bharat Krishnan, 
Coimbatore - 641 009. 





A TALE FROM LONG AGO 


nce upon atime, in a 
land far away, there 
lived a rogue who 
loved to play tricks 
upon others. He 
played so many tricks, that 
people began to complain to the 
king. The king promptly had 
him arrested and brought to 
court, But when the rogue ap- 
peared before him, he could not, 
help but say, “You have played 
just too many tricks. But I'll 
give you one more chance.” 

“Your Majesty is just and 
generous,” said the rogue, with 
a smile, “I'll do whatever you 
order me to.” 

“Very well,” said the king 
pleased. “Come to the window. 
Can you see that farmer in his 
field, ploughing with his oxen? 
Now, go take away the oxen 
without letting him know that 
you have done so.” 





‘The king was sure that this 
was an impossible task. 


[he rogue went down, and 

walked past the field to 

the forest near it, and 
began to sing. Now the rogue 
had a beautiful voice, and the 
farmer, listened entranced, He 
sang on and on. 

The farmer, curious to see 
the singer, walked into the 
forest, and the rogue led him to 
a merry dance. When he was 
sure that the farmer was well 
inside the forest, the rogue sped 
back to the field, He cut off the 
tips of the horns and tails of the 
oxen, and half buried them in 
the field. He then quickly led 
the oxen away. 

Not finding the singer of 
that wonderful song, the farmer 
returned disappointed, to find 


MASTER OF 


TRICKS! 


Caiaian Boconber 3D 


himselfin for a shock. What did 
he see, but his oxen mysterious 
ly buried in his field! 

Ashe stood there lamenting, 
the rogue came up. 


h, friend!” cried the 
farmer. “I was away 
for a moment, and 


look! 
An earthquake must have 
occured, and buried my oxen in 
the ground.” 
“Why don’t you see ifyoucan 
pull them out by their horns and 
tails?” suggested the rogue, 


0) Gotan Oncor 








pulled, and pulled, 
fhe tails and horns came 
out one by one. 
“Oh, no!" cried the rogue. 
“Why don’t you try digging 
them out with your spade?” 
The farmer dug, and dug, 






and dug! Yet, he could not come 
across his oxen. 


“They must have fallen right 
into the middle of the earth!" he 
sighed. 


jhe king was astonished 

‘at how easily the rogue 

had accomplished his 
task. 

“Your next task," he told the 
rogue. “Is to steal away my 
favourite horse so that nobody 
knows who did it.” 


The rogue went away smil- 
ing. 

‘That night, the king secretly 
doubled the number of guards 
at the royal stables. He knew 
that he would have to be very 
careful, to outwit the rogue. 

The rogue, however, had his 
own plans. He went down to the 
stables at midnight, carrying 
with him a tray of rich foods, 
and a huge jug of wine, 

He then made friends with 
the guards. 

“What a difficult and boring 
job you have,” he said with a 
smile,“I have brought you some 
refreshment — you who guard 
the royal horses so well!” 





‘The guards, pleased with 
the rogues sweet words, fell 
upon the food and wine and 
finished them off in no time at 
all. Soon, all the guards were in 
deep sleep. The rogue had 
slipped some sleeping draught 
into the wine! 

‘The rogue then slipped off 
the keys from the pockets of the 
chief guard, opened the stable 
doors, and rode off the with the 
king’s horse. 

Hearing the clatter of 
hooves, the king who was just 
dozing (he could not sleep for he 
was worried that the rogue 
would succeed), came rushing 
to the window. Seeing the rogue 


riding off on his favourite horse, 
he thought, “I am beaten! The 
rogue has won!” 


lhe next morning, the 
king came bleary-eyed 
and dull to court. 

He had spent the rest of the 
night thinking of another plan 
to beat the rogue at his game. 

“Your next task,” he told the 
rogue, “is to steal the queen's 
ring from her finger while she is 
awake.” 


‘That night, the king doubled 
the number of guards all round 
the palace. Then, while the 





Bs 


Mother : Come on. Eat your 
“spinach! It'l put colour in your 
cheeks. 
Meera:I don't want green cheeks! 
8. Madhusudhan, aged 11, 
Trichy -620 025. 








queen lay down to sleep, he sat 
beside her bed in a chair, deter- 
mined not to fall asleep. 
Midnight. He heard 
footsteps outside and the sound 
of a ladder being placed against 
the window. He then heard 
steps clamber up the ladder. 
‘After waiting for a minute or 
two, the king crept to the win- 
dow and gave the ladder a push. 
(The clever rogue had placed a 
dummy on the ladder, for he 
knew that the king might do 
just that.) It.toppled, and the 
figure on it too, fell with a thud. 
Alarmed that he might have 
killed the rogue, the king 
rushed downstairs, calling his 
guards to follow him. There, 
finding the still, unmoving 
dummy, he thought that the 
rogue was dead, and sorrow- 
fully ordered that he be buried. 


‘eanwhile, the rogue 
had slipped into the 
‘King’s bedroom. The 


queen thought that it was the 
king returning and asked, “Did 
he die?” 

“Yes, he did, the poor chap,” 
2 oman temo 


answered the rogue softly. “Go 
to sleep in peace. I'll hang your 
ring on the ring-stand, for it 
might be too heavy for you to 
sleep with.” 

The unsuspecting queen, 
gave the rogue the ring (for she 
could hardly see his face in the 
dim light), and made herself 
comfortable. 

‘The rogue slipped out. Mo- 
ments later, the king entered. 
“The poor chap is dead,” he 
sighed. “Poor chap.” 

“Do you have to repeat 
everything twice?” asked the 
queen annoyed. 

“Say what twice?” asked the 
king puzzled’ 

“When you took away my 
ing, you told me that the chap 
died!” 

“Took away your ring...” 
light dawned on the poor king. 

He had lost to the rogue 
again. 


lhe next morning, the 

rogue presented the 

queen's ring to the king 
incourt. Theking pardoned him 
for all his offences, and what's 
more, hereceived a good reward 
that would last him for the rest 
of his life! 

“Tl play tricks no more!” 
promised the rogue, as he glee- 
fully skipped off. 

‘The king heaved a sigh of 
relief. 





ZZLES | 


FUN WITH NUMBERS! STICK TRICK! 


Here are a bunch of match- 
Add up these numbers cor- sticks arranged in the form of a 
rectly, and the answer will triangle. 


amaze you, t 








123456789 1 f 
123456789 1.7. 
987654321 

987654321 1 1 t t 


Now can you turn the figure 
upsidedown by moving just 
three match-sticks? 





S. Madhusudhanan, Sadhana, aged 12, 

aged 11, Mangalore. 
Surat-395007. Dear Sadhana, 

= You have not given your ad- 


dress. Please send it tous. Ed. 
WHO WERE THEY? —s 


The names of five freedom fighters are jumbled up below. Can 

you re-arrange the letters of their names correctly? 
PAGLOHSKIRANKEHLAOG (three words) 
ALALPTJLAAYOR (three words) 
JRAAMRAMNHAOYRO (four words) 
LABAHAGDNAGARKILT (three words) 
BNIPIDCNHRAAAPL (three words) 

8. Rajashekhara Reddy, aged 15, Hospet - 583 201. 


(Ey) 


seer 


Answers on page 62 

















Nitin: 
Roshan No! 
Nidin' Oh! Its you! 


idyou hear of the fool 
in 





N.A. Madhavi, aged 12, 


i 
Manish :1 will sir, if you got Hosur 055 109, 


the question papers printed at my 
father's prese next time too! 


Sindh 8, aged 13, CR 
New Delhi: 110017, os 





‘After a speech 
Politician: What a surprise! You 

are the only man who stayed to listen 

Customer:Areyousurethismil ‘2. Are you my follower? 


pure? Man : No, sir. I just eame to take 
Mitleman: Every drop of water back the mike and speakers rented by 
added to it has been filtered! 


Sudeep, aged 11, K, Venkatesan, 
Bhilai, Madras - 600 088. 


I 100 LEFT MY 
EXAM PAPER BLANK ! 


Harish N., aged 13. 
Please send us your complete 
address. 





Address: TYPE/14/2, ETPS CAMP3, 
Ennore, 

Madras - 600 057. 

Hobbies : Collecting stamps, playing. 
the veena, listening to classical musi 
‘watching movies, cartoons, reading 
books and ‘Gokulam’. 


Name : Nitesh. L. Joshi, 
Age: 18 years, 
‘Address : 6/1174, Swastik Colony, 
Paryiapole Lan 
fattancherry, Cochin - 682 002, 











Hobbies : Collecting coins, reading 
books, swimming and playing outdoor 





Name :V. Sangeetha, 
Age: 13 years, 
+15, Tanjore Road, 








laying with pets, collecting 
shells, trying to keep my house clean, 


Name :R. Prasanna, 

‘Age :12 years, 

‘Address : 219/8, Rohni flats, 

‘Anna Nagar west, 

Madras - 600 101. 

Hobbies : Drawing, painting 
studies and also reading books like 
"'Gokulam 


Ge Gone Oocaroor 





Name : Sundoep Daga, 
‘Age :14 years, 

‘Address : 98, Coral Merchant Street, 
Mannady, 

‘Madras - 600 001. 

Hobbies: Reading Gokulam’,collet- 
ing stamps, coins and greeting eards, 
‘eating chocolates and drawing. 








Name :R, Devaraj, 
Sti Vijayasree Coffee 
e77 124 





Mudigere (Tk) 


Chikmangolore (Dist) 

Karnataka 

Hobbies : Playing chess, rending 
jokes, break-dancing, and doing 
‘science experiments 





Name +8, Sumana, 
8, 
2, III Avenue, Upstairs, 





‘Anna Nagar, 
Madras - 600 040. 
Hobbies : Reading adventure stories, 





playing tennis and other games, danc- 
inging, watching the movies, col- 
ers and greeting cards. 








Name tM. Dinesh, 

‘Age :11 years, 

‘Address : 11, Azooz Nagar, 
street, 


Kodambalkam, 
Madras - 600 024. 


‘Name : M. Bhuvanasri, 

‘Age 15 years, 

‘Address : 84-A (AE-153), 

IV Avenue, 

Shanthi Colony, 

Anna Nagar, 

‘Madras - 600 040. 

Hobbies : Listening to music, reading 
adventure books and mysteries. 





Name :S, Lakshmi, 

Age :14 years, 

‘Address : 264, .V.S, Colony, 

‘Anna Nagar, 

Madras - 600 040, 

Hobbies : Helping my mother, read- 
ing story books and keeping the 
surroundings cloan, 





Name :G. Padma, 
Age :15: 
‘Addrens : 2072, EWS Colony, 
‘Anna Nagar West, 

‘Madras - 600 04 

Hobbies : Gardening, painting and 
drawing, 








Name :C. Vijayalakshmi, 
‘Age 15 years, 

‘Address : 149/90, Krishna Colony, 
Anna Nagar Bast, 

‘Madras - 600 102. 
Hobbies: Reading, painting, drawing 
‘and collecting date of birth 








Name :C. P, Lakshmi, 
‘Age: 13 years, 

‘Address :T. C. 26/9025, Raji Nivas, 
Parakkal Junction, 

Vanchiyoor, 

‘Viruvananthapuram, 

Kerala - 696 036. 

Hobbies : Reading, making “best out 
of waste," writing, and gardening, 





Name :G,S. Vasu Kumar, 





Age: 14 years, 
‘Address : H-20, Ist Cross Rond, 
Gangappa Block, 

Ganga Nagar, 

Bangalore - 560 032. 

+ Reading comics, detective 
; painting, drawing, and 
‘writing my own stories and poems 

















:IXB, Singh House, 
Sainik School, 

Ghorakhal, 

Nainital (Dist) (UP) 

Hobbies : Stamp collection, playing 
table-tonnis, reading-‘Gokulam’ 


Name +8, Ramkumar, 

Age : 16 years, 

‘Address : 24, Logambal Street, 

‘1. Nagar, 

Madras - 600 017. 

Hobbies : Stamps, coins, typing, pop 

music, writing to penpals, eyeling and 
radio, electronics. 











Name : M. N, Sudheondra, 
Age 111 yours, 

‘Address : 851 (out house) 5 
BSKI, 

‘Stage I! Block, 

Bangalore - 660 050. 
Hobbies : Playing badminton, read 
ing ‘Gokulam’, eating chocolates, 
watching movies, puppet shows and 
magie-shows 








Name :S. Krithilea, 

‘Age 113 years, 

‘Address : Quarter No. 7A, 

Street No. 21, 

Sector No. 5, 

Bhilai - 490 006, (M.P.) 

Hobbies : Gardening, reading books, 
painting, badminton and photog- 
raphy. 




















EAGLE 


Eagle flying high, 
Circling the sky 

Scanning the earth 
Devilish gleam in its eye, 
Crooked legs, ready to land, 
Curved beak ready to tear, 
Down it swoops on its prey! 


K, Satish Kumar, aged 16, 
Bangalore - 560 093, 
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Here are the best entries for ‘TRAVEL INTO FANTASY’. 
All your travels into fantasy were interesting, but alas! We 
could not find one to give the prize for the funniest entry. 

So, here goes. Turn the pages and lose yourself in 


FANTASY! 








Bis Bap cil! 


Pe say that Iam an old 

nan of an old village. But 

P am young still, and people just 
don't understand it 

I came to Madras, just an 
hour ago. It seemed to take days 
for me just to get out of this 
railway station, 

I wondered then, and am 
still wondering how big the en 
tire city would be if the railway 
station itself is like a village, 1 
saw many people sleeping on 
the station verandah, 

“Maybe I can call the hut- 
less people of my village to come 
here. Though poor people are 





the same everywhere, at least 
in Madras, they seem to have a 
place to sleep! 


Ae What's that? I quickly 
recovered from my 
thoughts, O god! ['ve blocked 
the road by standing in the 
centre of it. I am surrounded by 
all vehicles like a fence. The 
noises of their horns sound like 
trumpets, and here I thought a 
herd of elephants were coming 
to the village temple! 

Tran for life, and got into the 
nearest bus. I heard people as- 
king for tickets. One man asked 











for ‘Devi’ another for ‘Anand’, 
and yet another for ‘Swapna’. 
‘Oh! Maybe they have to tell 


their children's names to get 
tickets here. I asked the condue- 
tor to give one Veerasamy. (I 
didn’t know then that those 
were the names of cinema 
theatres.) 

“Where could that be?” the 
conductor wondered and gave 
me a considering look. He then 
pushed me out of the bus. 


BEST ENTRY 


Wins a Prize of Rs. 25/- 





fainted. A man caught hold 

of me and began to shake me. 
1 opened my eyes but began to 
faint again, catching sight of the 
majestic L.1.C. building. But I 
recovered and entered it. 

I found a compartment 





which said LIFT. What on earth 
did they mean by LIFT? 

Remembering the incident 
in the bus, I decided not to ask 
anybody. Somebody-came to 
stand beside me. 


My companion was dressed 
ina safari suit. He looked about 
my age, and I wished him « 
namaskaram. But he only gave 
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mea nasty look and entered the 
LIFT. Its big doors closed by 
itself, and I stood there staring 
as it moved upwards. 

After some time, the LIFT 
came down, and a youngman in 
a safari suit came out of it, This 
time, I fainted. 


H could an old man turn 
so young, I wondered 
‘That too, in such a short time? 

I thought I'd try the LIFT. 
But, won't they ask a lot of 
money for making me young 
again? I had just enough to pur- 
chase the diamond which our 
village zamindar had asked me 
to buy. My goodness! 

‘Time was flying! I ran to the 
nearest jewellery shop, but 





before I could enter it, a 
policeman caught hold of me. 


was in great panic, as I had 

to catch the evening train, 
Seeing my frightened face, the 
policeman was convinced that I 
was upto no good. He immedi- 
ately searched me. He found the 
zamindar’s 20,000 rupees in the 
pocket of my khadar shirt. 

‘And here! am, injail, inspite 
of my repeated pleas, telling 
them the truth. Will you help 
me? 


N. Aarthi, aged 13, 
P.S, Senior Secondary 
School, Madras. 
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hoo - Chug — chug - 
chug— chug —choo.....” 


“CO 


The big machine called train 
came toa halt in front of me. My 
mental machinery began to 
work and it gave me orders - 
“QUICK GET INTO THE 
TRAIN.” 










BEST ENTRY 
Wins a Prize of Rs. 25/- 
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Trushed in with the crowd. I 
was very excited, for this was 
my first train journey. People 
shot astounded glances at me. I 
fished for a seat and found one, 
but before I could sit, a girl beat 
me to it. I was jostled and 
pushed, and the machinery in- 
side me rattled like hell. 
Alarmed, I looked around for 
support. Suddenly, the train 
started with a jerk, and 
whistled away merrily. [nearly 
fell 





winging nearby, what 
should I see, but a dangling 
chain! Most tempted, [held onto 
it for support. The train immedi- 
ately came to a screeching halt, 
and to my utter horror, all the 
commuters began to holler at 
me! Petrified, I searched for 
ideas to calm them. A man ina 
uniform pushed through them. 





1) ‘hy did you pull the 
chain?” he sternly 
demanded. 

“L1-I- well — I needed sup- 
port," I stammered, 

“Support?” he looked at me 
dumbfounded. “You held on to 
the emergency chain for sup: 
port? Pay the fin 

After he had gone, I found an 
empty seat and sat down ex- 
hausted. The train sped on, 
passing station after station. 1 
soon had a stitch in my side 
laughing at their funny names. 
People looked mystified at my 
behaviour. 

One sloppy girl remarked, 
“Of course! Robats are fools — 
they have less brains than us, 
humans!” I felt humiliated and 
angry. 

It was my first train jour- 
ney, and I wanted to enjoy the 
trip. But I felt so miserable. I 
ignored the commuters and 
looked out of the window. 





wo hawkers selling ear- 
rings and artificial finery 





came by. Eager women pulled at 
their boxes and pored over their 
wares, I was disgusted, First, 
hawkers on the roads, then on 
thepavements, andnow,evenon 
the trains! But all the same, I 
was a bit curious and touched 
one of the shining trinkets. The 
annoyed vendor-woman imme- 
diately gave me a sharp tap on 
thehand, 

“Big machines like you keep 
to yourselves!” 

Oh! A big machine was I? 
What did these people think of 
themselves? 








eoplealightedandgotdown 
at various stations. They 
Were of different kinds. Some 
dressed up too heavily, some too 
shabbily, some simply-dressed 
women, and some tip-top 
teenage girls, Ladies gossiped 
and somegirlssang. 
Everywhere on the train 
es beers 91 5S 





routes, | saw nothing but filth 
and dirt. Hordes of slums, noth- 
ing less. This was BOMBAY, 
and I sighed to myself, 


musteredcourage, andasked 













‘a passenger, “Will Church- 
ateStation soon arrive?” 

“Dear Robo,” she laughed. 
“We are heading towards Virar 
Station, and we've left 
Churchgate far behind.” 

I groaned to myself. This 
was another mess! As I 
pondered what to do. 

‘Stop, thief!” screams 
echoed down the corridor. “Oh, 
my chain....” 

My reflexes immediately be- 
came alert. As the thief ran by 
my seat, pointing a gun at 
everybody, I pounced on him 

ith the speed of lightening, 
and paralysed him with my 
laser rays. 





he train was stopped and 

guards were called, The 
railway authorities pleased, 
offered me areward. 

“Er... sir...” [ stammered. 
“Just help me catch the right 
train for Churchgate, will you?” 

“Oh, sure! Why not?” 
thundered one of the guards. 
“Wait till the next station and 
1'll put you on a train myself.” 

I was the hero of the train. I 
blushed with embarrassment 
as all congratulated me, and sat. 
waiting for the next station to 
come. 


poe 
Suba Vasude 
aged 12, 
St. Jo: 
Bombay 







BEST ENTRY 
Wins a Prize of Rs. 25/- 





was helping my mother 

water the plants. As T was 
watering a bamboo shoot, I saw 
a log of wood and picked it up. I 
folt a strange sensation. began 
to buzz! . 
“Det ie DEEP BER me 


Buzz Bee Hop! 


Burg bee hop I came across a herd of 
Buzz bee hop clophants with a great tusker 
Twas a bee! for aleader. The baby elephants 

were so cute. I hud a joy-ride on 
began to fly here and there, one of their backs. Then I saw 
‘and finally reached a forest. lions, tigers, giraffes, deer, stag, 


















donkeys, wild dogs and zebra. 

I teased the lions and tigers, 
and they roared loudly. At the 
sound, flocks of birds flew into 
the sky. It looked as if they were 
meetingin the sky for an impor- 
tant discussién. I played with 
the butterflies. 

‘Then I rested awhile and 
saw many of my cousins in a 
bee-hive. They invited me in- 
side for a drink of honey. 





‘t began to rain. Lightening 

flashed and thunder slashed 
the sky. I took shelter under a 
small weed. 

"Pitter ..POtter ooPitter nn 
Patter...” — and then drop, 
drop, drop, drop. I began count 
ing the drops as they fell, but 
soon forgot what number I was 
at. The forest was then quiet, 
and the sun was smiling at me. 





That was when I saw a 
hunter (a poacher today) taking 
aim at a deer. He was wearing 
a safari suit. I immediately 
buzzed behind him and gave 
him a fierce sting. He began to 
howl, and ran. 


saw the same log of wood I 

had picked up at first, and 
settled on it. Then I turned back 
to see who was howling. It was 
my sister! 

My mother was scolding me 
for giving her such a fierce 
pinch. Did I really pinch her? As 
far as I know, I am still not out 
of the wood! 


B. Harishankar, aged 8, 
Sherwood Public School, 


Secunderabad, 





—————— 


Champion athlete : How high is, 
my temperature, doctor? 
Doctor : Hundred and one. 


Champion athlete : What's the 
world record? 

S. Ganesh, aged 13, 

Madras - 600 047. 





There are three systems of temperature 
measurement now in use. One is the 
‘Celtus scale, the second is the Fahrenheit 
scale, and the third is the Kelvin scale. 

The Celsius scale was worked out by 
the Swedish physicist and astronomer, 
‘Anders Celsius in 1742, This scale was 
revised by another Swedish physicist 
JP. Chrigten into what was known as the 
Centigrade. But itwas renamed Celsius 
‘in honour of its original inventor. 

In 1715, A German-born physicist 
Gabriel Daniel Fahrenheit invented the 
Fahrenheit scal 

“The Kelsin scale was devised by William 
‘Thompson Kelvin, a British physicist 


—_—_—_— 












Q : What happened to the 
plant in Maths class? 


rie 
A: It developed square 
roots! 


K. Thyagarajan, aged 15, 
Madras - 24, 


Q: Why didn't lighteninghit 


the bus? 
tS 





A: ‘Cause there was a con- 
ductor in it! 


A.N. Venugopal, 
Nagpur - 10. 
Q: Which song do cats like 


best? 
a 


a 


A: Three Blind Mice” 





Q : What did the piece of 
paper say to the pencil? 


CS 
A: get your point! 


Raman Iyer, aged 11, 
Maharashtra, 


Q: Which snake is good at 
maths? 





A: The adder! 
Y. Deepa Hegde, aged 12, 
Madras - 35, 
Q : What has four legs but 
cannot walk? 
A: Two pairs of trousers! 


Q: Why did the fly fly? 

A : Because the spider 
spied’er! 

M. Chaarulatha, 











READ - ALOUD STORY 





abbitland was in a twigs and rubbish! 
mess! Itwas Christmas "Oh, what can we do?” 
inaweek's time, and notone cried all the momma rabbits 
rabbit was ready for the fes- “We have to cook and clean 
tival. That was because a our houses, but who wil 
huge wind-storm had come clean up the streets?" 
up, and covered every nook “We can't!” cried all the 
and corner with dry leaves, papa rabbits. “We have lots 


% 





Rabbitty. “You're late 
again!" 

“Miss! Miss!" cried 
Munna. "Let's have a 
holiday today!” 

“Holiday?” cried Miss 


Rabbitty, angry. 
ae “Please listen Miss," 
pleaded Munna, and he told 
her his plan. 
That evening, when all 
the papa rabbits came out of 
office, the streets were 
squeaky clean! 
of work, and we have to ‘"‘Ooh!"’ cried all the 
clean up our offices too! How momma rabbits. “Did the 
can we clean the streets?” — Christmas fairy do this?" 
















“Hmph!” thought Munna “Oh, no!” cried Miss Rab- 
rabbit when he heard them. bitty. “Itwas all the baby rab- 
“| have a plan... bits!” 
He hopped as fast as he So Rabbitland had a 
could to school, andraninto clean, clean happy 
class. Christmas after all! 


“Munna!” cried Miss SANDY 


Teens Decor OT 


ANSWERS 


Page 43 
STICK TRICK! 











WHO WERE THEY? 


1) Gopal Krishna Gokhale 
2) Lala Lajpat Roy 

8) Raja Ram Mohan Roy 
4) Bal Gangadhar Tilak 
5) Bipin Chandra Pal 








Anita + Which ie faster « cold or 
heat? ‘ MA 


Sunita + Hent! You can atsh a 
cold, bal 




















Doctor : What 





trouble? 


Patient : When I get up in the 


morning I'm always dizzy for half an 
hour. 


Doctor : Try getting up half an 


hourlater! 


[se : 


w 





Qs Why iw cowardly solder Tika 
butter? ; fg 


‘A: Both run when exposed to fire! 





Veda Varadhaganesh, 
Seruvamani - 610 206. 


ii 


AND 


Atale from long ago. 


‘t was midday, anda traveller 

waswalkingdownaroad. The 
blazing sun beat down on him. 
He had walked a long way and 
was weary and tired. He wished 
he could find shelter and take a 
short nap. As he walked on, he 
came upon a tree on the road- 
side. Its branches were out- 
stretched as ifbeckoningttotired 
travellers to rest awhile before 
movingon. [twas a huge banyan 
tree, 


the traveller lay on his back 

under the tree and looked 
above. He saw dense green 
leaves andripefruits. Birds flew 
about amongbrancheschirping, 
and squeaking, while peckingat 





thefruits. 

Ashe stared at them, he was 
amazed to find how small the 
fruit of the big banyan w 






he thought. “But the huge and 
humble pumpkin has to craw! 
along the ground. It should 
have been the other way 
round!” 

With these thoughts, he felt 
drowsy and fell into a light 
sleep. 


uddenly, he was awakened 
by something falling right 
on his forehead. Terror-struck, 
hefoundthat it wasonly thetiny 
fruitofthetreethathaddropped 
on him. He sat up and gazed 
blankly atthefruit. Itlayasater- 
rible reminder of instant death 
haditbeen apumpkin! 


VENKULAM 
DHANAPALAN 


Tear tere 


CHRISTMAS CONFUSION! 


Here is a picture story. But it will not seem right when you read 
it, That is because, in the excitement of festival time, our artist got 
her panels all confused. Can you put it right? 





2 


Sch! Quiet oad 


jeeze | No house, 
"Seema | 
ney | a 














OF THE 


SE 


‘other Nature outdid 
Mitessivies she made 

the sea-horse. This 
creature of the sea has an arch- 
ing neck, with the head of q 
horse, a tail that can grasp 
things and hold them like a 
monkey's, and the colour- 
changing ability of a 
chameleon. To top this fantastic 
make-up, the male sea-horse 
has a pouch like a kangaroo! 





‘ea-horses are just ordinary 

bony fish without scales. 
The body is covered with tough 
skin that are made up like bony 
plates. Because of this tough 
covering, they are able to swim 
standing up, and propel them- 
selves with a tiny, yello 
fringed fan-like fin on their 





HORSES 












backs. With the help of this, 
they are able to move forward, 
backward, upwards or down. 


‘thin the sea-horse is a 

bladder filled with gas, 
that keeps him balanced in 
water. Even if'a single bubble of 
gas escapes from it, the sea- 
horse sinks helplessly to the 
bottom. He has to remain there 
till he is able to manufacture 
enough gas to fill the bladder. 


lhe Greek name for the sea- 
horse is Hippocampus — 
which means sea-monster- 
horse. There are about 40 
species of sea-horses in warm 
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The female s 
that he can hate! 





sea-waters around the world. 
‘They feed on planktons, which 
are tiny organisms that inhabit 
the sea. 


M: sea-horses are dark 
grey, bronze-black or 
light brown. At the slightest ap- 
proach of danger, the sea-horse 
can turn to a dusty brown and 
merge with the surrounding 
rocks on the sea-bed. The 
Australian species have orange- 
brown antlers that sprout from 
the top of their heads, and fine 
strands of hair-like projections 
from the body. This makes them 
look like sea-weed. 





‘tis the papa seahorse that 

Keeps the eggs in the pouch 
‘and hatches them. For about 45 
days after the young ones are 
hatched, papa sea-horse feeds 
his nestlings within his pouch. 
After this period, the young 
ones march out from the safety 
of the pouch. The young ones 
are exact replicas of their 
parents except that their bodies 
‘are so transparent that you can 
see their hearts beating inside, 
‘Their bodies take on colour com- 
pletely only when they become 
adult sea-horses. 


ea-horses have fascinated 
men since time im- 
memorial. Long ago, in Athens, 
the sea-horse was supposed to 
have many medicinal powers. 





Soaked in wine, it was supposed 
to be a deadly poison. But its 
ashes taken with honeyed 
negar or mixed with pitch was 
jeved to be a powerful an- 
tidote for other poisons! 

Some people also thought 
that it would cure skin diseases 
and baldness! During the 16th 
century, a Frenchman sug- 
gested that dipping the ashes of 
sea-horses into the oil of roses 
would produce a mixture that 
would cure chills and fever. 





ven today, Chinese 

medicine shops in New 
York and San Fransisco might 
try to sell you powdered sea- 
horse as a cure for some illness! 


GEETHA VISWANATHAN 
Gohan December 9167 


't is said that “God helps 

those who help themselves.” 
But Somaya either did not 
know this, or did not care to 
follow it. 

Somayya was a poor man 
who lived in the village of Shil- 
langere. He was an ardent 
devotee of Lord Si 
he would visit Siva’s temple in 
the village, and pray to be 
released from his poverty. 








One night, Si 
him in a dream ai 
for a boon, Somayya.” 

“I am poor, Lord!" said 
Somayya, “I am unable to work 
for my livelihood. Please give 
me riches that would keep me 
comfortable for the rest of my 
life.” 

“Very well,” said the lord 
with a smile. “In that forest,” 
pointed, “Is my temple. Beside 
the templeis a tall coconut tree. 
If you pluck the coconuts, and 
break them, you will find them 
filled with gold coins instead of 
coconut water. Three sadhus 
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will help you on your way.” 
‘Somayya was overjoyed. 





T \e next morning, he went 
into the forest in search of 
the mysterious coconut tree. He 
had travelled some way, when 
he saw a sadhu sitting under a 
tree. Somayya went up to him 
and told him about his dream, 
‘Thesadhw only smiled and gave 
him an empty bag and a rope. 

Without a word, the sadhu 
nodded his head, and closed his 
eyes in meditation. 

Somayya was surprised, 

“O holy man,” he said. 
“What am I to do with this bag 
and rope?” 

But the sadhu did not open 
his eyes again. After a fruitless 
wait, Somayya continued his 
Journey. 


Hs hour later, he came 
across another sadhu 
seated under a tree, Somayya 
told him too, of Siva’s boon. 

‘This sadhu gave him a long 
ladder and signalled him to 
proceed further. 

A surprised Somayya asked, 
“But what am I to do with this 
ladder?” 

But he got no reply from this 
sadhu too. 

He came across a third 
sadhu half-a-mile later. The 
sadhu after listening to 
Somayya, pointed to a donkey 





tethered nearby. “I have to carry this bag, 
“You are giving me a rope and ladder and lead this 




















There was no réply. 

An irritated Somayya mut- 
tered, “I am at a loss to under- 
stand these sadhus!” and con- 
tinued his journey. 


A last, Somayya reached 
the temple of Siva, He saw 
the single coconut tree standing 
beside it, But... It was so tall! 

Somayya tried to climb the 
tree, but failed to reach the top. 

At last, tired out, he gave up. 
disappointed. 

“The lord and his promises!" 
he gasped angrily to himself. He 
decided to return to the village. 





A S: appeared once more in 
dream. 

#&{ “Did you get the coconuts, 

‘| Somaya?” he asked. 

Somayya told him of the 
days events and cried, “O Siva! 
You are making fun of me. 
Those sadhus were of no help to 
me. And that coconut tree was 
so-so-tall!” 

Siva laughed. 

“What do you think the lad- 
der and the rope were for? And 
won't the donkey help you bring 
the coconuts back home easily?” 

Light dawned on poor 
donkey back home too,” he Somayya. 
thought angrily. “The lord has The lord had given him so 
sent me on a wild goose chase.” much help, yet he could not help 

He returned home at himself! 
nightfall tired, and fell into a 
deep sleep. KOLAR KRISHNA IYER 








Mother : Ramu ! Be careful how 


‘you use that hammer! You might 
hurt your fingers. 


i Harish Raman, 


8 
3 


Manager : Santosh! What work: 
has the foreman given you today” 

Santosh : He asked me to wake sa 
him up when you come, sir. 





‘Geetha’ 
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TALES OF GRANDPA 


Ov day, when my grandpa 
was a young boy, he was 
taking a walk in the fields. A 
boy who lived close by, named 
Raman, came running by and 
threw a mango at him. 


Not seeing Raman, Grandpa 
thought that the mango had 
fallen from the branches of the 
tree above. He bit into it, and 
began to eat it. 

‘After it was eaten, he looked 
up tosee Raman, his sides heav- 





ing with laughter. He realized 
what had happened. He picked 
up a long stick and began chas- 
ing Raman around the field 
But Raman was too fast for hii 





Ashe ran, Raman picked up 
astone and threw it at grandpa. 
It was poorly aimed, and it fell 
at Grandpa's feet. Grandpa 
stumbled over it and fell. 

Angrily, he picked up 
another stone and threw it at 
Raman. It found its mark. 
Raman howled with pain. Now, 
it was grandpa's turn to laugh. 





% 


Grandpa's father had been 
taking a walk. He heard loud 
thuds and shouts. It was 
grandpa and Raman locked in a 
fight! 


Grreat-grandpa sneaked be- 
hind the two fighters and gave 
them both a blow. The startled 
boys took one look at him and 


- ran away as fast as they could, 


with great-grandpa’s angry 
scoldings ringing in their ears. 


Raman had come to Ban- 
galore with his two sons Kiran 
and Arun. How grandpa and 
Raman laughed when I told 
them this story! 


Deepak S. Krishnan, aged 8, 
Bangalore - 560 010. 
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oday I”had a lot of 

problem combing my 

hair. Since I had been 

very busy for the past 

three days, I had not 
combed it too well, and had just 
tied a pony-tail. Mummy was 
shocked to see the state of my 
hair. 

“If your grandma were here 
today,” she exclaimed. “She 
would have never allowed you 
to neglect it like this!” 

‘This brought-memories of 
my grandmother who héd died 
four years back. 

After mummy had combed 
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my hair and tied it back neatly, 
T rushed into my room and shut 
the door. Tears were trickling 
down my cheeks, and I did not 
want anybody to see them. 


casually took the family 

photo album and began to 

turn the pages, Granny 
looked really beautiful in her 
wedding sari, decked with orna- 
ments. As I continued to turn 
the pages, one particular photo 
attracted my attention. It was 
the snap of my dearest granny 
playing badminton! I don’t 
know whether she was 


photographed really playing, or 
‘was just posing for it with a bat, 
in her hand. The next few 
photos showed granny in 
various pases, from the kitchen 
to the garden. 


nother phioto showed her 

celebrating Diwali with 

‘all my uncles and aunts, 
Really, festivals were different, 
those days! 

‘Talking of festivals I remem- 
ber one Diwali when I was very 
small. We were all lighting 
crackers, and somehow, my 
hand got burnt. In that excite- 
ment, I got fever, and granny 
sat with me the whole night I 
was ill. Another time, when I 
returned home from the hospi- 
tal after a severe attack of jaun- 
dice, she often sat by my bed, 
telling me many, many stories. 


oth my parents worked, 

and it was granny who 

used to do everything for 
my younger sister and me. I still 
remember the days when we 
used to get real hungry and she 
made something chatpata for 
us. 











I still remember those 
naughty days when I used to 
run away from her in order to 
escape her beatings. She could 
be very strict when she wanted 
to! I really feel sorry for those 
childish pranks of mine now. 


ne Sunday evening, my 

sister and I were playing 

with a ball inside the 
house, Wasn't that foolish of us? 
For, the next moment, the ball 
bounced on a table-lamp, 
knocking it down, and breaking 
it into many pieces. To our hor- 
ror, our parents who had gone 
out, returned just then, 

‘And do you know what gran- 
ny told them? That the table- 
lamp had been knocked down by 
a strong wind! 

She then gave us a tight 
scolding in private. 

There are so many 
memories of her which I will 
never forget. Whenever I think 
of her, tears well up in my eyes. 
I feel that a void has been left in 
my life, now that she is no 
longer with me. 







Vanitha Visvanath, aged 15, 
Bombay - 400 080, 





TEACHING DONKEYS - MAKING MEN) 


A Kannada folk tale 


Can't you even learn your tables 
‘properly? Donkeys! Donkeys! 


sos teach? I teach 
donkeys and make 
‘men out of them? 
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Bite do you think 
@ donkey will make 
fin intelligent man? 


How can you say that? Shastriji 
Vimuelf told me that he had taught 
temany donkeys and made them 
intelligent men? bone me 
‘one donkey! Can you 
make hi 








Only you 
an dot, 
Shastriit 














You eld me how 
ou had taught 30 many 
*lonkeys and made 
‘men of theme 


Shastri 
ghild, after alt! 


Basavappa! Take this donkey to my 
father-Inctaw's house and keep him 
there! Don't tett anybody ab 

















He might, he might no 
Take hie uswat sack of 
Grate: Even if he does nol 
Semcmber you, hell” 3 
Surely remember that! FA DY 








“Te Gono Decent 


MAADAN RAN HOME AS FAST] 
‘AS HE COULD. N 
 Y 




















"ALL WHO HEARD HIM, LAUGHED] 
1h 


jual| 








‘you wait, 
‘you into.a man! Now you, 
donkey! I'll make you 
donkey again! Just 
Throwing me out li 


Ferri Hall Hai? Madman am 1 


Take this, you beast! If you 


at 
That ungrateful) secome Turildar, 1 become 
mad, do Tt 


beast. Change him 
back into a donkey!} 
1 show hirn! 


nA HOUSE 
THEN ONWARD: 
SUBBA SHASTRI] 
WAS CAREFUL 

HOW HE 

SCOLDED HIS 
STUDENTS 





Page 24 
WHO IS HE? 


Farmer 
Watchman 
Librarian 
Architect 
Gymnast 


{QUAL EQUATIONS 
1. Public Works 
Department 
Leo Tolstoy 
Hiss 
Golf 
Stephenson 
(Pronounced : Stevenson) 


ew 











Page 64 
CHRISTMAS CONFUSION! 


The correct order of the 
panels is 3, 1, 4,2 









What on earth will you 
,000 cockroaches? 
Ramu : I'am moving today. The 
Tease says I must leave my flat 
exactly as I found it! 
K. Poornima, 
Kendriya Vidyalaya -1, 
‘Trichy - 620016. 





Patient : Will the doctor stitch yp 
my wound nicely? 
Nurse : Don't worry, He was a 
tailor before! 
R. Saravana Balaji, aged 
Sale 
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GHOSTS 





cae 





| AND COINS! 





eepak and Niraj 

lived in the same 

colony, and studied 

in the same class at 

school. But they 
could not be more unlike in 
character. While Deepak was 
straight-forward and honest, 
Niraj was exactly the opposite. 
He hated Deepak and wanted to 
be better than him in every- 
thing. 

Deepak had a good coin col- 
lection. Although Niraj did not 
have any particular hobby, his 
Jealousy towards Deepak made 
him pursue one. 

Niraj was the only son of rich 
parents and was quite spoilt. At 
home, he always had things his 
own way. He begged his mother 
to get some rare or foreign coins 
for him. 


H: mother had friends 
abroad. She wrote to them 
to send coins and currencies. In 
this way, Niraj soon had an en- 


viable collection. 
He started showing off in 









front of Deepak. But Deepak 
was always calm and never 
minded a put-down. He, in fact, 
admired Niraj’s collection. 

One day, Deepak had a 
pleasant surprise. His uncle, 
who was a coin-collector too, 


sent him a rare old coin. When 
Niraj came to know of it, he 
went green with envy. He 
longed to possess that coin, 
which, unfortunately for him, 
his mother could not arrange to 
get for him. He hit upon a plan 
to get the coin. 








‘Caran Become BT 








Ihe next day, during the 
games period, Niraj made 
an excuse. 
Thave a head-ache,”he told 
his friends. “You all go and play. 
Til take a rest in class.” 


When everybody had gone, 
he silently crept upto Deepak’s 
place and searched his bag. He 
knew that Deepak never parted 
with the coin. Suddenly, he saw 
the coin wrapped up in a piece 
of paper and kept in a small 
pocket in the bag. He grabbed 
the coin and went back to his 
place, Luckily for him, Deepak 
did not miss anything. 


he next morning, Deepak 
discovered his loss. He was 
down in the dumps about it. He 


2 Goioan Decora 











searched his whole room upside 
down, butcouldnotfindit. Then, 
with aclear mind, hesatdownto 
think about the previous day's 
happenings. 

He remembered that Niraj 
had stayed back in class during 
the games period. He quickly 
figured out what must have 
happened. He was not sure of it, 
because he lacked proof. 

After thinking about it for a 
longtime, he hit upon a plan. He 
knew that Niraj was very weak- 
minded and believed in the ex- 
istance of ghosts and spirits. 

“Hmm...” he murmured 
as he made his plans. 


hat evening, as he was 
returning home with Niraj, 


heputhisplan intoaction. 
“Did you get back your coin?” 
remarked Niraj with mock sym- 
pathy. 
“No,” replied Deepak and 
quickly changed the subject. 


66TD) 201 know it is a spe- 

Dz day today? It is 
the day of ghosts and spirits” he 
said. “The ones that live in 
tamarind trees have very spe- 
cial retrieval powers. They'll 
return all stolen things to their 


owners. They become active at 
night..." 

“[ have never heard of it 
before,” stammered Niraj. “I s- 
say, is it-t t-true?” 

"I don't believe in such 
things,” replied Deepak. 





“E-v-ven [-1 d-don't,” stam- 
mered Niraj. 

Niraj's eyes had grown large 
with fear and he had become 
very pale. Deepak was 
thoroughly enjoying himself. 








that night, Niraj’s parents 
went out for a party. The 
thought of spending the night 
alone, madehim shudder. 
Meanwhile, Deepak was 
busy preparing himself to carry 
out his plan. He wrapped him- 
self in a white bedsheet, and 
covered his face with a white 
cloth with two holes for his eyes, 
and one for his nose. 


t11o'clock, heslippedout of 

his house in this ridiculous 
get-up and headed for Niraj’s 
house, Luckilyforhim, hemet no 
one on the way. He jumped over 
the fence and made his way to 
Niraj’sbedroom window. 





iraj, whowastossingabout 
sleeplessly, looked out of 


the window and stared straight 
into a white face without any 
mouth! He got the fright of his 
life! 

He opened his mouth to 
scream but the sound seemed to 
stick in his throat, He was tran- 
fixed by the apparition in front 
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of him, He jumped out of bed 
and hurriedly rummaged 
through his drawers for the 
coin, Finding it, he threw it out 
to the ghost, which was per- 
forming a ridiculous dance to 
the accompaniment of moans 
and groans, and horrible 


laughs. 


t picked up the coin, gave a 

lastmournfulcough andwent 
‘away. Thewholeexperiencesent 
cold shiver down Niraj's spine. 
He hurriedly got into his bed, 
andlay theretill themorning. 


e next day Deepak hailed 
I im and showed him the 
rare coin. He said, “You will be 
surprised to know where I found 
this! It was by the old tamarind 
treeinourhouse!” 
Niraj’s face was a sight to 
see! 











Rajesh : I have to eatch the 4.30 
‘a.m. train. Wake me at 8.20 tomorrow 
morning : 
Servant : Okay sir. But since 
don't know to read the clock, please let 
‘me know when itis 8.80, and I'll wake 


‘(OU TOO CAN DRAW! 
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Dear Editor, 
So many people are unhappy be- 
‘cause they have so many problems, But 
{ think, one can be happy. 

Because being happy depends on 
the person himself, and how he sees the 
world, Itis said - "Happiness is an inner 
state of mind.” No man can be happy it 
he does not think himsetf so. 

‘The best way to be happy is to make 
‘others happy. tis said - “To give happ- 
ness, is to deserve happiness.” People 
‘must be satisfied with what they have. 
Happiness is notin doing whatone ikes, 
but liking what one has to do. 

‘Then why do people always think 
negatively? This world could become a 
happier place toliveinit wetried tomake 
itso! 





Dalesh S.0., aged 1: 
Hubil - 580 020. 





Well said, Dalesh. We hope there are 

‘many more who share your viewpoint. 
What do you think ‘happiness’ is 

readers? Ea. 





























Dear Editor, 
It is true that we do not speak pure 
English. 1 came to know that even in 
European countries where English is 
largely spoken, they use words taken 
from German, Italian and Spanish, 

It is dificult for us to speak pure 
English because we are brought up in a 
different culture. But we must see to it 
that we do not speak ‘rubbish English 





K, aged 11, 
Trichy 620 016. 





Dear Editor, 

|Hully agree with Vijayalakshmi's let 
ter in ‘Viewpoint’ (November 1991) 

As she has said, today our 
youngsters do speak ‘rubbish English 

My friends in school say that 
English is a boring subject. Grammar 
is very hard. i such thinking goes on, 
none can learn any language. In 
Bombay, our Hindi too is mixed with 
all kinds of languages. It is not pure 
Hindi at all 











Mahesh Hariharan, aged 12, 
Bombay - 400 080. 


Dear Editor, 

have a friend near my house who 
speaks English, but he often mixes it 
with Hindi words, 

He would ask, “What's the hal chal 
yaar. He uses Hindi words for all the 
‘names of vegetables. His pronuncia 
tion is also not too very good. For 
‘school he would say ‘eschoo'' and for 
class, ‘kelass’, ete. 

Teachers should insist that children 














speak only English in class, so that their 
language improves 


N. Vinodh, 
Bangalore - 8, 


Dear Editor, 

I totally disagree with what B. 
Vija 
Engi 

Inacity lke Bangalore, not only Kan- 
‘nadigas, but people of many diferent 
languages lve together, 

All these languages have inter- 

freely to result in some- 
yew language. 
Thisis simply because othe factthat 
in India, there are many, many lan- 
guages, 

The English spoken in diferent parts 
of the world are ditferent 

In the same way, English spoken in 
India is different from the English 
spoken in England. 

‘So what's wrong it we speak English 
in our own way? 

I we speak American English to a 
person studying in some Kannada 
medium’ school, do you think he wil 
understand what we are saying? 

To leam proper English is not as 
‘easy as it seems. This can be achieved 
only by very strict English medium 
schools 

When teachers themseives speak 
bad English, how do you expect children 
to speak good English? 

Seetha, 


Bangalore - 560.037. 












Dear Editor, 

| read Vijayalakshmi’s article 
(November 91, ‘Viewpoint), that says 
that Englishis notspoken properly in our 
country, | agree that many people (espe- 
cially youngsters) do not speak it well 
But then there are those who speak itso 
well that even people, whose mother- 





oe 
























tongue is English, are surprised. 

“English-Speaking Courses’ 
‘now common all over India.l think this 
can serve as a medium for learning 
well-spoken English 

But stil, many people do speak tub- 
bish English’ as Vijayalakshmi puts it. 

A language should be promoted in 
ssuch a way that people can understand 
it 





T. Ashwin Kumar, 
Neyvell 

‘Dear Editor, 

Tam an Indian, and 1 am proud 
to be an indian. But | have seen many 
people who do not like being Indians 
because they feel that our country is 
oor and dirty 

Even one of my classmates says 
that she is not happy being an Indian 
because Indians are black, ugly and 
poor. 

India may notbe rich, but Indians are 
beautiful. Every country has its plus and 
minus points. 


‘Swarna A. Krishnan, aged 14, 





lhe people of Keeranur 
were familiar with the 
deep-throated cry — 

“Brooms, brooms, lovely 
brooms! 

Cheap brooms, to sweep your 
rooms!” 

It was the voice of Manick- 
am, the vendor of brooms. In his 
basket were various brooms of 
different types, shapes and 
sizes. 

“Each broom costs a rupee, 

So keep your rooms neat and 
tidy!” 

A broom cost more’than two 
rupees in the market, How 
cheap Manickam sold his 
wares! Some people delightedly 
grabbed at the bargain. Others 
would sniff suspiciously and 
ask, “How could he sell them so 
chenp? I smell a rat.” 

If anybody asked Manickam 
how he sold his wares so cheap, 
he would grin and retort, “Ah! 
‘That is a trade secret!” 


Miece:"; thus, ran a 
roaring business. He 
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bought the brooms from the 
broom-makers of the village 
and sold them almost at cost 
price! No other broom-seller 
could sell his wares so cheap, 
and hence all had to go out of 
business. Soon, Manickam be- 
came the only broom-seller 
the village. 

Even though his business 
became bigger and bigger, 
Manickam did not engage an 
assistant. Rain or shine, he 
would carry the brooms himself 
ina basket on his head, 





uddenly, there was a lull in 

Manickam's business, ‘The 
number of brooms he sold 
everyday dwindled. When he 
knocked at any door, people told 
him, “We don't need your 
brooms. Go away!” 

If he still stood there, they 
would tell him, “We get cheaper 
brooms from Muthu, you cheat! 
You've cheated us so long, 
pretending to sell your brooms 
cheap!” 

Manickam became both 
alarmed and puzzled. Who was 


this Muthu? How could he sell one day, he went out later than 
his brooms far cheaper than a usual, without his basket of 


rupee? brooms. Very soon, he spotted 
He went to the broom- Muthu, who was shouting — 
makers of the village. ‘Pay fifty paise and take a 
broom, 


“Are you supplying brooms 
toanybody at alower pricethan ‘Jf you wait, the price will 
i \e asked them. 200m! 
they replied. “How _ Manickam, went upto 
could we? If we do that we will Muthu and said, “I am 
suffer a loss!" Manickam. 
“Oh,” said Muthu. “I have 
Mex” decided to act heard of you, sir.” 
quickly. He learnt that “Yes,” said Manickam. “I 
Muthu usually madehisrounds thought I sold brooms cheap, 
after he had finished his. So, But you have beaten me! How 
do you do it?” 










RIDDLES 








Q : What kind of house 
weighs the least? 
nthe 





A: A ‘light’ house! 


Q: Seven is an odd number, 
How can you make it even? 





A: Remove the's'in front! 


Q: Where does Friday come 
before Thursday? 





A:ln the dictionary! 


Shweta Shetty, aged 11, 
Bombay - 94. 
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“I will tell you, sir,” said 
Muthu respectfully. “But first, 
please tell me how you sell your 
brooms cheap?” 


“p romise me, you'll never 
. AL reveal this to anyone,” 
said Manickam. 

Muthu promised. 

“Well,” said Manickam, 
looking around to see that no 
one was within earshot, “It’s 
like this, During the day, I ama 
simple broom-seller. During the 
night, [am a thief.” 

“But,” said Muthu, “Then 
why do you ever sell brooms?” 





“As a broom-seller,” said 
Muthu. “I am able to select the 
houses to burgle, and see where 
people keep their valuables. 
Now you understand?” 

“Oh!” exclaimed Muthu in 
admiration, 

“I use only a little money I 
get {rom thieving in the broom- 
business,” explained Manick- 
am. “That's why my brooms are 
80 cheap. Now tell me, how do 
‘you manage to sell your brooms 
for fifty paise?” 





“4, sit,” replied Muthu, “Am, 
your humble disciple. I sneak 
into the houses after you have 
visited them, and steal the very 
brooms you had sold to them! I 
do not have to buy brooms, only 
sell them,” 














‘ow it wasManickam’sturn 
Niiticimressea 

“You have outwitted me 
Muthu. How can you be my dis- 
ciple? I shall no longer sell 
brooms here.” 

“Oh no, sir!” exclaimed 
Muthu, “Ifyou don't sell brooms 
I won't have any business left. 
‘There will be no brooms for me 
to steal!” 

“Well...” 
Manickam. 

“Purther,” said Muthu. “If 
you don’t sell brooms at day- 


hesitated 








time, it will be more difficult for 
you to steal at night.” 

So the two rival broom- 
sellers now decided to become 
partners in business. 

“We shall sell brooms 
together,” said Muthu, “Steal 
together, and share a common 
fate.” 

Manickam was only too 
delighted to agree. 

How long do you think, the 
broom-sellers’ partnership 
lasted? Well, that’s anybody's 
guess! 





Adapted froma poem by 
Dr. John Wolcot. 
DR. N. SREEDHARAN 
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Do You Know | 
What Freedom ist 


Is it running through the waves, 
with the salt Spray on your face? 





‘ot freedom! 


It is, wandering where 
y you want, 
With no master, to obey. 





It is, standing 
in the grass, i ] 


oan ocr als ie 9 ae i 


I say — It is going 
where you wish, 

a) And eating what you want. 
HAPPY NEW YEAR! 


























STORIES FROM OUR READERS 


said, “Here we are! Now get 
down.” 

“Why should I?” retorted the 
man, “This is my horse. You get 
down at once.” 

‘They argued for a long time, 
but the man would not give i 
Finally, they went to Raman, 





Raman listened to both of 
them, He then stood the horse 
among twenty other horses, 

“Which is your horse?” he 
asked both of them separately. 
Both pointed to the right one. 

Raman then brought both of 
them to the village court. There, 
he pronounced his verdict. 


“Take your horse,” he told 
amazed "king. “And go your 





‘aman was the chief of way.” i 
the village of Jogihalli. “How did you know it is 
He wasafair and impar- mine?” he asked. 
tial judge. “When you stood near the 
One day, the king decided to horse,” explained Raman. “It 
test Raman, He disguised him- Stood silent. But when that man 
self as a merchant and set out stood near it, it tried to kick 
to Jogihalli on horseback. On him.” 
the way, he met a man who Back in his capital, the king 
asked him, if he would help him Summoned Raman, 
reach Jogihalli. “From today,” he told 
Raman, “You shall be the chief 
Theking agreed, andasked Judge of my kingdom!” 
the man to sit behind him on his 
horse. When they reached the B. Ranganathan, 
streets of Jogihalli, the king Madras - 600 004. 
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Jappu was a popular boy 

in school. When it came 

to lessons, and passing 
examinations, he did very well. 
‘That is why his teachers too, 
liked him, 

Pappu had no parents. His 
mother had died when he was a 
month old, and the next year, 
after a long illness, his father 
too died. But he was lucky to 
have a loving uncle and aunt 
who now brought him up, 

Ramu was Pappu's favourite 
teacher. This was because 
Ramu patiently answered the 
numerous doubts and questions 
that Pappu would pop to him in 
class. 





Ov day, a quarrel broke 
fout between Pappu, and 
his classmate Raju. Raju 
belonged to a rich family in the 
village. His only hobby was 
keeping pet birds at home 
“How can you keep those 
poor things in cages?” Pappu 





asked. “Don't they have wings 
to fly free in the air? If you take 
the trouble to grow plants and 
trees around your house, birds 
would come on their own and 
sing to you!” 

Raju flew into a rage, and 
there ensued a quarrel 


‘ord of their disagreement 

soon went around the 
school, and both boys found 
themselves standing before 
Ramu, 

“Whatever topic you dis- 
agree on," said Ramu sternly, “No 
foul words should be exchanged 
like this. Behave yourselves!” 
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As the last bell rang that 
evening, Pappu told his friends, 
“Til show Raju what I mean, 
one day!” and picked up his bag 
and stomped out. 

At home, Pappu broke open 
the earthern piggy-bank he 
kept his savings in. He counted 
the coins. There was enough 
money for wliat he had to do. 


lhe next time his uncle went 
to town, Pappu too went 
him. He bought a couple of 
parrots in a cage from the 
market. 

“I thought you disliked 
caging birds, Pappu,” asked 
uncle gently. 

“[ have to do something im- 
portant,” replied Pappu. And 
his uncle did not question him 








further, 

Days and weeks passed. The 
birds Pappu had bought moved 
restlessly about in their cages. 
‘The wings that had been cruelly 
clipped by the hunter were fully 
grown now. 

Pappu was now ready for 
what he had planned, 


the next day, he took the 
birds to school. He went 
ly and found a safe place to 
hide the cage in. After the morn- 
ingassembly, Pappurushed into 
class, and broughtoutthe cage. 

The boys filing into class, 
and the teachers, stood 
surprised at Pappu's behaviour. 

Pappu opened the door ofthe 
cage. 

“O friends!” he cried, “Watch 
these birds fly to freedom - 
Look!” 

‘The two parrots gingerly put 
their heads out and looked at 
the boys around them. Ex- 
perimentally fluttering their 
wings, they flew out of the cage. 
‘Then, joyfully flapping their 
wings, they flew to freedom - 
into the sky, and disappeared. 

The whole school watched, 
startled by this dramatic scene. 

Only Raju knew what Pappu 
was telling him. 





AJIR KUTTY 
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Let us enjoy 
the sunsets, 





While the sun- 
shine lasts. 











